92        THE  GLORY  OP "THE  JUST

I cry, and my cries sound sweet in His ear;

He requires from the two worlds cries and groans.

How shall I not wail under His chastening
hand?

How shall I not be in the number of those be-
witched by Him ?

How shall I be other than night without His
day?

Without the vision of His face that illumes the
day?

His bitters are very sweets to my soul,

I am enamoured of my own grief and pain,

For it makes me well-pleasing to my peerless
King.

I use the dust of my grief as salve for my eyes,

That my eyes, like seas, may team with pearls.

THE DIVINE ABSORPTION

Do me justice, 0 Thou who art the glory of the
just,

Who art the throne, and I the lintel of Thy
door!

But, in sober truth, where are throne and door-
way ?

Where are " We " and " I " ? There where our
Beloved is !

0 Thou, who art exempt from " Us " and " Me,"

Who pervadest the spirits of all men and women ;